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inc ir ageuie 

All to nick Awake and thinke our wrongs in Ri. bofome, 

■ Will conquer him,awake and win the day. 

Enter the Ghofi of L Hafitngs. 

Gho. Bloody andguiitir,gudti!y awake, 

And in a bioody battel I end thy dayes. 

Thinke on Lord Haftmgsyjifpaite and die. 

To Ri. Qn.'c f vp troubled fouk, awake, awake, 

Armc,figiu and conquer for fail e Englands fake. 

Enter the Ghefts ofthetwayong 0 rimes, 
t gh 0 ,to 2CR. Dreame on chy coufinsfmoothred in the 
fejul Let vs be Uliwithin thy bofome Richard, (Tower, 

: ' And weigh thee downe to ruine, fhamc'and death, 

Thy Nephewes foules bid thee difpaireanddie. 

T oRi. SieepeR chmond fiecpe,in peace, and wake inioy, 

Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 

Liueand beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappie (ennesdo bid thee flounfh. 

En ter i he Ghcfi of Gyteene Aunt his wife. 

Richard ,thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife, 

That neucr flept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

Tomorrow in the battaile thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgcIelfetVord,dilpaireand die. 3 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule,fleepc thou a quiet fleepe, 

Dreame of fuccetfe and happy vidorie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter t he Ghofi of Buckingham. 

The fir ft was /that hclpt thee to the Crowne, 

The Iaft was 1 that felt thy tyrannic, 

0,in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinelTe : 

Dreame on,dreamc on, of bloody deeds and death, 

Fainting difpaire,difpairingyecld tby breath. 

To Ri. I dyed for hopeere I could lend theeaid, 

Butchcaretiiy heart, and be thou not difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride; 

K. litchnrdflarteth oat of a dreame. 

K.Ri. Giue me another horfe, bind vp my wounds: 

Haue rneretc Itfu : foft,I diabut dreame. 
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of Richard the third,’ 

O coward confidence, how doeft thou afflict me ? 
Thelights ourncblew,it is not dead midnight: 

Cold fearefnll drops ftandson my trembling flefh, 
What do I fcarc my felfc ? thcres none elfc by, 

Richatd loues Richard, that is,Iaii}I : a^id - 

Is there a murtherer here ?no. Yes I am, 

Then fliep.vhat from my felfe ?great rcafon why. 

Left I reuenge.What my felfe vpon my felfc? 

Aiackc i loue my felfe, wherfore ? for any good 
That I my felfc haue done vnto mv felfe? 

0 no: alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For harefull deeds committed by my felfe : 

1 am a villair.c,yet 1 lyc,l am not. 

Fooleof thy felfcfpeake wcll,foolc do not flatter, 
Myconfciencc hatha thoufand feuerall tongues, 

And euery tongue brings in a feuerall tale, 

Andeuery tale condemne«nefora villaine : 
Pcriurie, in thg>igheft dc g§re, 
Murthcr,ftcrnemurthcr,inthedyreft degree, 

All feuerall linnes,all vfdc in each degree. 

Throng all to the barre,cry mgall,gu;ltie,guiltie. 

I Hull difpaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And if I die,r;o foulc fliall pittic me : 

And wherefore fliould they r lince that I my felfc, 

Finde in mv l< ifc,nopittietomy felfe. 

Met!. ought the foulesofall that/murthred 
/^—^Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
~ ~ Tomorro.vcs vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliffc. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Kina. Zounds, who is there ? 

R«r Ratcliff , my Lord,tis/ :thc early village coc|ce 
Hath twife done (alu ation to the morne, 

Your friends are yp, and buckle on rlieir armor. 

Kmg. O RatcLifFe,! hauc dreaimia ( archill dreame. 
What thinkfttlionpx ill oui friends pioue all true? 

Rat. No doubt m v Lord. 

King. O Ratcliffc,! fearc,l fcare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lortl.be not afraid offhadowes. 
ICwg. By the Apoltie Paui,(hadow ; es to nigh;t 
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